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Which urged, and laboured, and forced up with

pain,
Recoils, and rolls impetuous down, and smokes

along the plain.

Then, still to treat thy ever-craving mind
With every blessing, and of every kind,
Yet never fill thy ravening appetite,
Though years and seasons vary thy delight,
Yet nothing to be seen of all the store,
But still the wolf within thee barks for more;
This is the fable's moral, which they tell
Of fifty foolish virgins damned in hell
To leaky vessels, which the liquor spill;
To vessels of their sex, which none could ever

fill.

As for the dog, the furies, and their snakes,
The gloomy caverns, and the binning lakes,
And all the vain infernal trumpery,
They neither are, nor were, nor e'er can be.
But here, on earth, the guilty have in view
The mighty pains to mighty mischiefs clue;
Racks, prisons, poisons, the Tarpeian rock,
Stripes, hangmen, pitch, and suffocating smoke;
And last, and most, if these were cast behind,
The avenging horror of a conscious mind;
Whose deadly fear anticipates the blow,
And sees no end of punishment and woe,
But looks for more, at the last gasp of breath;
This makes an hell on earth, and life a death.
Meantime, when thoughts of death disturb thy

head,

Consider, Ancus? great and good, is dead;
Ancus, thy better far, was born to die,
And thou, dost thou bewail mortality ?
So many monarchs with their mighty state,
Who  ruled  the   world,   were   overruled   by

fate.